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would produce by a real catastrophe effects
which he could not attain in poetry."

Thus she calmed herself by retiring within
herself, like the sea after a storm, when the
waves, rolling more and more slowly, become
quieter and recede toward the horizon, where
amid their rise and fall the sun sinks to rest
She thought herself forsaken forever; she felt
herself drawing near to that dread hour "when
the twilight no longer suggests the dawn,"
and fades " pale and colorless as a livid
spectre, the herald of the night." " The door
of my heart is shut/1 she said. She was mis-
taken; and the happiness which had eluded
her when she followed it in ardent pursuit
surprised her at the moment when she least
expected it.

In the last months of 1810 there returned
to Geneva a young officer of about twenty-
three years of age belonging to the native
aristocracy, Albert de Rocca. He had seen
service in Spain, and had received a wound
which obliged him to return home. He was
slender, graceful, elegant, of gentle and charm-
ing manners; frank, tender, ingenuous; of a
passionate heart, and an emotional, even vehe-
ment nature; of an original turn of mind,
prone to leap to conclusions. Intrepid in war,
he was merciful to the vanquished. He hasity of an "author without genius, whopt.    Savary warned  the author in a
